EXTREMES MEET

I won't commit myself as far as that. But even if British
Generals are gentlemen first and generals second, they
are at any rate gentlemen. And that makes it possible to
deal with them. Well, look at us two now. I couldn't
talk like this to a Frenchman. He belongs to another
world, another universe. Good god, why, yesterday I
gave an audience to Lolivrel, the French Minister, and
upon my word he scolded me like an old market woman
who thinks she's been given a bad franc. Come, come,
Colonel, admit that you find your French colleague,
little WhatVhis-name, a little trying."

" I think he does his best, Sir," said the Colonel stiffly.

He agreed in his heart entirely with what the King
was saying; and it was very difficult not to agree with
him openly. His experience in Paris as Military Attache
before the war, which had culminated in their giving him
a wall-eyed horse at the big review and then showing
him mounted on it in a film close-up so that the audience
had shouted with mirth every night, had made a racial
prejudice against the French, which had always been
strong, almost rabid.

" However, considering the strength of the Germans,"
said the King, " Pm bound to admit they are making a
better fight than I expected."

" And, of course, every month sees us stronger, Sir,"
the Colonel reminded him.

" Ah, yes, I know that," the King replied with a smile.
" But never strong enough to beat the Germans."

" It will take time, of course, Sir. But we shall do it.
My own idea is that 1920 maysee the beginning of theend,"

" It may see a draw, but 1920 won't see a victory over
the Germans. And if you fritter away your strength on
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